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self would spend his days at the Thames Conservancy
Board (of which he was Chairman) and in the evening
he would drive to the Travellers' Club where he
. consumed partridges, half a bottle of champagne and
the latest French novel. Yet every August he obliged
his handsome daughter to accompany him to Switzer-
land. On one of such visits, in a pension at Interlaken,
she met an elderly German widower of the name of
Beemelmans. She was herself at that date over thirty
years of age. Much to my grandfather's fury, and to
my father's regret, she married this gentleman, who
at the time held some minor post in the German
Railways. They lived in the new quarter of Strass-
burg, where they owned a dim, trim little house, the
front door of which bore a white enamel plate c Minis-
terialrat Beemelmans '. They had an only child of
the name of Friedrich, who was two years younger
than myself. I treated him with that oily solicitude
(* Now be careful, dear, there is a step coming') which
the child of five adopts towards the child of three.
The inside of the house was brown; the curtains in
the Herrenzimmer were weighted with the smell of
cigars ; the little drawing-room contained many wood-
work ornaments, such as chamois, thermometers, bear
families, and rustic habitations, in what I now realise
to have been the Swiss manner. There was a patch
of garden at the back with a summer house and two
glass balls on poles.

Herr Ministerialrat Beemelmans is not to me a vivid
figure. He died some few years later and my recollec-
tion of him is blurred. I can recall only a round,
guttural and tobacco-laden person, reminiscent of
Wilhelm Busch's Tobias Knopp. Yet it was Herr